imperfect

thinking back

breezing through my life frame by frame

reliving the most precious moments,

i see that in those cherished times lies an innate

turmoil;

confusion and emptiness have rooted deep within 

and have taken my bleeding heart with rage

i feel the warm whispers of summer sweep about me,

and those certain songs play in my ears

and emotion so powerful embraces me and…

my guard comes roaring down.  and a tear falls.

that guard I hold so dear, my pride,

is broken…

emotion flows without hindrance

i feel swept away, swallowed by this silly passion

caught up in a frantic assault on myself

i feel my passionately feminist fire smothered

and i feel longing, an emotion so foreign 

i’m not sure how to react

i miss those arms, that smile…

that feeling of being seen as amazing, unforgettable,

intensely special

(ignoring the constant heartache and the uneasiness

along the way)

i want my younger days back, when a body just, was.  

and i hate that i’ve forgotten that.

i hate feeling weakened and frail, dizzy on the bad

days

and never being happy with what i’ve got

i long for the “better days” and the “comfortableness”

but it’s a tired belief that the best is yet to be

i strain to overpower this foolish feeling,

everything i’ve ever tried to escape shatters and

i’m indulging, feeling guilty.  like i’ve lost my

battle

so, with a grieving soul i move on

and accept that i’m not infallible.

but no one, i decide, will ever 

see a broken girl

i’ll keep an iron fist and a stone cold face

i’ll hold my flawed self inside

and hope this doesn’t overwhelm me, 

and keep me down forever

